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SCHWERTLEITE
Fasten thy chestnut
Far from the grey then;
Qrtlinde's mare
Carries Wittig, the Inning!
GERHILDE
[Descending a little towards the others.]
And Sintolt and Wittig
Always were foemen!
ORTLINDE
[Springs up and runs to the wood.]
Heiaha! Heiaha!
The horse is kicking my mare!
GERHILDE
[Laughing aloud with HELMWIGE and
SCHWERTLEITE.]
The heroes' feud
Makes foes of the horses!
HELMWIGE
[Calling back into the wood.]
Quiet, Brownie!
Pick not a quarrel.
WALTRAUTE
[On ike highest point, where listening towards
the right she has taken GERHTTJ>E'S place as
watcher, calling towards the right-hand side
o/ the background.]